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ADRIAN 
"Fuck!" 


| shot upright in bed, covers flying, trying to do something first of all about my wet, sticky hands, and 
secondly trying to stop the sticky wetness getting all over the hotel bedclothes. 
Thirdly, | found myself also trying to stop the aforementioned wet stickiness going all over my perfectly good 


pair of jeans. 


Why the bloody hell was | wearing jeans in bed, anyway? 
A futile, messy scramble later, and | sat still in the middle of the bedlam l'd caused, surveying the damage. 


Well, | wasn't pissed, so there wasn't that excuse. 


| could hear grumbling through the wall of an obviously awoken and disgruntled bandmate. 
| heaved a sigh. 
Wet dreams are perfectly natural, | told myself. 


The problem was the person in the dream. 
RRR 

BRUCE 

Well, now, this was interesting. 

most trusted bandmate, beyond doubt. 


In fact, | wouldn't have come back if | couldn't have brought him too, he's the one who keeps me sane here, 
l'm certain. 


And all of a sudden I've got this really girlie crush on him. 


Just these past few weeks, I've been really enjoying looking at him, and | get this warm glow inside if he 
brushes against me. The same bloke I've always known, nothing's ever really changed about him. 

Except maybe he's put on some weight, lost more hair, and got a beard. 

Hmmm, you're funny, Bruce. 


One to think about tomorrow, then, maybe the day after. 


| eased myself back into the pillows with a contented sigh. 
Night, night, Bruce. Another nice sleep and then a million and one amazing things to play with tomorrow, as 


usual. 


Slipping deeper into the bed, | allowed my arm to come to rest across my chest, lazily scratching the thick, 


dark hair. 


Everything right with the world? 
Of course. 

Bed warm and comfy? 

Correct. 

Sleeping soundly? 

Yep. 

Gear up? 

Wrong train of thought. 

Where would you like to go? 


Hmmm, surprise me. 


| soared away into blue skies, the kind of dream only a man on top of the world can dream. 


| was vaguely aware | was back at the last show two nights ago, running through our newly-finished 


performance in my head. It had all gone so well on stage, probably better than it had in reality. 


Nicko came striding off backstage after me, all big rolling gait and swinging his arms with all the satisfaction of 
a drummer with a job well done. 


Not too sure where the others were, but | was vaguely aware Adrian was off to my right not far behind me 
as | walked to my dressing room. 
| walked into the room's calm whiteness, and the all the noise behind me melted away. | was alone. No crew 


hanging about pointing me to the next engagement or launching obscene comments at each other. 


Bliss. 
Pure silence, my ears weren't even ringing. 
The shower beckoned, even if | didn't feel in the least bit sweaty for once. No harm in another good, hot 


shower, now, is there? 


My clothes were gone, so | walked into the cubicle, and let the water cascade. | couldn't feel it but I'm sure it 
was lovely. The suds came from nowhere and rinsed off in seconds, leaving me spotless. The water turned 


itself off. | used my hand to sweep any remaining water off the hard angular muscle that made up my body. 


| stepped out, noting the way the soles of my feet floated above the deep pile of the new white bathmat. Nice 
touch. The huge white towel was nice, too, just the thing for soaking the water out of the hair that covered 
so much of my skin 


Oddly enough, | wasn't wet, though, so | wrapped the towel around my middle instead. 


| looked in the mirror. | couldn't make out my own face, but my body looked amazing. 
| began to rub my muscles with firm strokes. My hips ached slightly, and my thighs were tired. My back 
needed a deep, hard rub. 


Oh hello, Adrian. 


He walked in from the very cosy looking lounge area. | hadn't noticed that on the way in, very plush. He was 
giving me a coy smile as he reached past me to pick up another huge white towel, before turning and moving 


back into the other room. | followed without really moving my legs. 


| was enjoying being around him. It was good being able take a proper, long look at the expanse of his back while 
he didn't seem to mind me staring. 


He was still wearing his stage clothes, but they weren't sweaty either, they looked brand new and freshly 
laundered. He looked great on stage, even if he was the kind of bloke you could walk past in the street without 
noticing when he was wearing civvies. 


We were also the same height, which I'd never noticed before. 


He cast the white towel in his hand across a fur rug in front of a roaring fire. This was a really great venue, 
we had to come back here again. 

‘I've always meant to tell you, you've got a great body," he smiled sheepishly. 

| was grinning my head off. 


"You can touch it if you want to," | urged. 


He leaned his forehead towards mine until his hair brushed my face, mine tickled his brow, and | felt his heat 
on my skin. 

"ve wanted to do this for so long," he said in a low, growling voice. 

| felt his beard brush against my cheek, and he was nuzzling my face, his lips nearing the corner of my 


mouth. 


His hands pressed down hard on my shoulders. He lowered us onto the towel in front of the fire, then his 
mouth pressed to mine forcefully. 


Mmm, Adrian. 


The tip of his tongue softly swept along my lower lip, coaxing me to open for him. | barely felt it at first. 
Ohhhh, but this was so wrong 


Slow to catch on, | finally parted my lips to him. He slipped that skilled tongue between my teeth and out again, 
teasing, daring me to taste him with my own tongue. He tasted of nothing. I'd half-expected the acrid tang of 
cigarettes. 

His hand was guiding my jaw. The other hand, | realised, had parted the towel | was wearing, and he was 


kneading my thigh. 


| did nothing and let him continue until he urged me down onto my back. He unwrapped my towel. 


Oh, again, this is soooo wrong. 


Both of his surprisingly strong hands, nimble, calloused fingers, squeezing and stretching the tired muscles in 
my legs and hips. 


He was still dressed but | liked that. His sleeveless shirt was unbuttoned and exposing his chest. He had less 
hair than me but it was still nice. 

His chain hung down with the cross hanging between his nipples. | was getting a very good look at his body. 
This was all good. | was enjoying this. 


He descended on me. | felt that chest pressed against mine. Hard. His mouth laid siege to mine once more. | felt 
such a whore, but | let him open my mouth and slip his tongue inside me again. | dimly realised his body was 
between my legs, his hips grinding against mine. | could feel the hard bar of flesh in his jeans, and | was hard 
and thrusting slowly against him too. 


Mmmm, more contact, yessss. Again 


| heard his snort close to my ear. I've no idea why he was laughing, or why the mockery didn't make me 
angrier than it did. His surprising weight had me pinned, he continued to thrust, and | did likewise. | wanted 
more friction against my cock, harder. | must have let my head loll back, because he was suddenly at my 
exposed throat with his teeth, licking, sucking, nipping. 

The fire burned straight to my groin. 


And then his hand was on my cock, the hard grip I'd wanted so much. He squeezed brutally and as | threw my 


head back again with a gasp, he leaned in and bit my sensitive neck hard, claiming me, marking me. 


| had no fucking idea how loud I'd screamed, but my throat hurt, the walls were ringing, and I'd apparently 
hurled the contents of the nightstand far and wide. 


And of course, my boxers were a sopping mess. 
| heard a dull thumping and a muffled voice, not unlike Nicko's, shouting: "SHUT THE FUCK UP, BRUCE." 


| took in the disaster zone. Jesus fucking Christ. | sat up in the bed, my body was drenched in sweat and 
sticking to the sheets. 
| thought the bathroom should be the first port of call. I'd have to clean myself up before | started finding 


and picking up the bits and pieces of belongings that were now hiding in awkward corners of the room. 


After that, I'd start picking up the shattered remains of my fragile little mind and reassembling them in some 
sort of respectable order. 


On my way to the bathroom, | found the contents of my wallet, which had exploded spectacularly. All the 
cards were to hand, thank goodness. | found the shards of my phone nearby, it had obviously had the 
misfortune of hitting the wall. 

First damage accounted for, | sighed. Inconvenient, but not the end of the world 


Now where was my wristwatch? Hmmm. 


| followed the trajectory of the hurled objects and noticed I'd left the window open. 
No, surely not. Just to make sure, | went to open it wider and look out, at which point a pen and my watch 


went tumbling out into the night, spiralling down the three storeys below. 
"FUCK!" 


Let's make it clear at this stage: I'm not hard up, nor am | tight with cash, even if that was a very fine 


watch, a rare vintage piece from a respected Swiss maker who is long since dead and gone. 
No. The thing is, my wife gave it to me last Christmas. 
Now that would be a great one to explain. 


‘Oh I'm sorry, darling, | just threw the watch out of my bedroom window. | was dreaming about getting fucked 


by Adrian at the time." 


No, that wouldn't work at all. 


| sighed and reached for my clothes. Let the great watch hunt commence. 


EK 
ADRIAN 


I'd pulled the covers right up around my head, with just one eye peeking out into the darkness. 
l'm sure | did this when | was a kid after I'd watched a horror film on telly at a mate's house. 


This was far worse, | was convinced. 


| felt like a million eyes were watching me and could see into my thoughts. Every bloke in the world woke up 
with a wet patch some mornings. Sometimes there were embarrassing dreams, too, involving someone like your 
sister. 


| shuddered. 


This was worse even than that. 


Bloody hell, what if I'd shouted his name or something? The stick I'd get from the lads was nothing compared 
to this getting out in public. 


Horrible thought, H, just put it away. There's nobody hiding in that corner. Even if there was, they wouldn't 


have a clue you were dreaming about Bruce. 


Now that the adrenaline was subsiding, sleep began to overtake me. | yawned lazily and wished for the warm 
light of the morning. Thank goodness we had a few days off. This touring must be getting to me, at my 
steadily advancing age. Wonder if there's somewhere | could go for the day on my own and get some peace and 


qui et? 


A warm glow descended. | felt safe and relaxed once more, reclining on my side on the soft surface. Velvet 


blackness wrapped around me and | knew no more for some time. 


| looked around slowly. 
| seemed to be on a beach, or at least somewhere sandy with dunes and palm trees, and it was night. Orange 
tongues licked from a big fire a good few yards away from me, and huge torches stuck in the sand nearby 


roared and crackled. 


| blinked hard. 


Bruce was dancing for me. Yes, dancing 
I'd seen him cavorting around on stage goodness knows how many times, but this was aimed, entirely, at me. | 


guessed | should be flattered 


He swayed seductively, staring hard at me with those brown eyes. He didn't have the kind of gaze you dared 


break contact with. 


He was working his way near to me in the half-light, muscle and tendon stretching and contracting. His 
masculine form balanced to perfection, even through the fabric of his clothing | could see smooth muscle 
sliding over the powerful frame. 


He was stalking me like a predator. 


My manly pride attempted to kick in, but this was Bruce after all. Nobody talks him out of anything or argues 
with him. Except maybe Steve, but let's not invite him in here too. Besides, | couldn't kid myself that | didn't 
want to be his prey tonight. All that dazzling attention, all for me. 


He slowed his movements, his bare feet sinking only slightly into the white sand as his weight shifted from 
foot to foot. He was really near to me now, and still staring right into my eyes. | don't think he'd blinked once 


the whole time. | fixed my eyes on his as he crouched before me, wondering how I'd fare as a snake charmer. 


Those eyes reflected amber from the flames. I'd never really noticed what a beautiful shade his eyes were. He 
remained balanced like that for some moments, before he started to lean towards me, with impossibly slow 
grace. He looked older but somehow better. Maturity definitely suited him. 

Feeling too much like a fly waiting in a web before a huge spider, | shuffled back a little way. 


He smoothly moved onto his knees, closing the gap I'd just created. He wasn't a big guy, but he had incredible 
presence. | wasn't sure | liked being in the full glare of his intense, unflackering scrutiny. 

Yet his skin looked inviting in the golden glow, | wanted to touch it. His shoulders and chest were broad, his 
body tapered to a slender waist and compact, powerful hips. He moved closer to me again, up on his knees so 
he was looking down at me. 


‘Do your worst, go ahead," | thought to myself. 


"Adrian," he said, his voice as smouldering and commanding as only he could make it. 

| didn't answer, | just looked up into his eyes. And then down to his mouth. 

He descended on me slowly, | closed my eyes as his mouth made firm contact with mine. His slight stubble 
rubbed against my face, | tasted his tongue in my mouth. 


A hand like steel locked on my wrist. | felt a sharp tug behind my head as his other hand twisted in my hair. 
He wound his hand firmly in the strands, hauling painfully on the roots, using it to twist my head at an angle, 
just the way he wanted me. 


Then he was plunging down on my mouth again. 
Our teeth clashed, | was tasting my own blood. Still he devoured me. 


| jumped awake with a gasp. 
Oh shit, shit, SHIT. I'd come all over again. 
Worse still, it didn't feel so wrong. 


| couldn't stay here. 
| leapt out of bed, my feet landing with an awkward thump on the floor. 
Exercise, Adrian. That's how you clear your mind of the demons. Tire your body out and your brain will follow. 


| hunted out my clothes and set about cleaning up for the second time tonight. 


A walk was what | needed to clear my head. Even if it was just down to the side door of the hotel and back. 
With luck, not even any of the most fanatical fans would be out there at this time. 

| would march Bruce right out of my head if | had to. 

| heard a lot of sleepy grumbling coming from Nicko's room as | padded my way to the door. 


RRR 


An unusually jumpy Bruce was creeping his way back up the stairs. He'd got the watch back okay. The face 
was cracked. Still, that would mend, and there was no real harm done. Now back to his room, and hopefully he'd 


still catch some sleep in time to have a clear head tomorrow. 


Somehow, he doubted he was going to drop off easily. There was a very big knot in his stomach, he felt well 
and truly spooked. He was used to being in control of everything but his mind was refusing to do as it was 


told. It was so long since anything had been entirely out of his control. He didn't like the way it felt at all 


Years ago, he would have laughed something like this off. Come to think of it, he'd probably have gone and told 
Adrian all about it, pissing himself laughing, just to see the softly-spoken guitarist turn white and edge away 
from him. That was just the way he felt himself right now. 


Anxious, nervous, unsettled. As he made his way up the last flight of stairs he noticed he was creeping like a 
startled mouse, instead of striding out in his usual God-may-care style. 


Nothing but a small figure of a man in a strange, dark, unforgiving place. 


Thank God there was nobody around to see him in the gloomy corridor. 


Imagine if he ran into.. 
"ADRIANJESUSCHRIS TI!" 
"BRUCEFUCKINGHELL!" 


Before either had a chance to explain himself a door flew open between them. 


Nicko's head appeared out of the room 
"WILL YOU TWO KEEP THE BLOODY NOISE DOWN!" 


The sleep-deprived drummer opened his mouth to bawl at the both of them again. 
Before he ever got the chance, both startled men outside whipped around and bolted back to their rooms, the 


doors slamming almost in unison. 


Nicko stood in a suddenly quiet hotel corridor with his mouth still open 
He retreated back through the door, shut it, shaking his head as he sauntered back into his own room, 


grumbling. 


Janick lazily popped his head up from the fluffy pillows as the drummer got back into bed. 
"What was all that?" 


"Bruce and H wandering about again," said Nicko. 


"l'm sure those two are shagging." 


